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EP RYO/L-OEG--U4E. 
7 45790 of old, ihe learn'd in language 


ere Ft. introduct ions to the play, 
Spoken by gods, or ghoſts, or men oho knew 
Whate'er «vas previous to the ſcenes in wiew z 
And 8 came to lay before ye | 
The ſeveral beads, and windings of the flory, 
But modern times and Britiſh rules are ſuch, 
Our bards fre- band muff not tell too much; 
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ee ke, ms doubt, are here, 

bo flill regard me with a kind of fear, 

Left to their ſecret thoug bz theſe prying eyes 
Sbould boidly paſt, and take them by ſurprize, 
Nay, though I diſavow the whole deceit, 

And fairly own my ſcience all a cheat; 

Shou'd ¶ declare, in ſpite of ears and eyes, © 
Tbe beaus were band ſome, or the criticks wiſe, 
7 'd all believe it, and with dear delight, 

Say to them ſelwel at leaft, © * | 
© The girl has tafle ; the woman's in the right,” 


Nor dare we, like the neighb'ring French, admit Or, ſhould I tell the ladies, ſo diſpor'd, 7 
Zen confidantes, who migbt inſtruct tbe pit, They'd get good matches, ere the eaſon clet'd, 5 
4 Miet queſtions of the , * | They'd jmiley' perbaps, with ſceming diſcontent, You 
d bearing ſecrets, which before they knew. And, ſneering, wonder what the creature meant; or: 

Yet what we can to belp this antique nice But whiſper to their {fonts with beating beart, * 
We will attempt. — Our ſcene to-night is Greece. Suppeſe there ſhould be ſometbing in ber art.“ Ris 
And. by the the magick 7 the poet's 16d, Grave flateſmen tos would chuckle, ſpeuld 1 ſay, 97 

Tbis flage tha temple of the Delpbick god } ; On ſuch a motion, and by uwch a day, F 
Where kings, and chiefs, and ſages came of old, would be ſummon'd from thele own affairs 4: 
Like meders fools, to bave their fortunes told; To "tend the nation's more important cares ; Ihe 
And monarchs were ent bros d, or nations freed, „%, if I muÞ—howr'er 1 dread the load, = 
A. an old prieft, or witbe- d maid decreed. Ill undergo it—for my country's good." : * 
Yet think not all were equally deceiv'd, Al] men are bubbles, in a ſkilful bond, 8 
Some knew, more doubted, many more beliew'd. The ruling paſſion is the cenjurer's wand. * 
In ſhort, theſe oracles, and 'witching rbimes, - Whetber we praiſe, foretell, perſuade, adviſe, All 
Were but the pious frauds of ancient times; 'T is that alone confirms us fqols or wiſe. Rub 
2 conti v d to heep mankind in awe, The devi] wit bout may ſpread the tempring fin, 

n faith was wonder, and * law ! » | But the ſure congueror ii the devil within, 

Thus much premit'd, to every feeling breaft Si; Jo. | 5 
We leave the ſcenes themſelves to tell the reſt. AS 2 — — 

- Yet ſometbing ſure was tothe criticks ſaid, * n 


Which I for gen — ſome invocation made | 

Te critick bands, like jealous guardians plac'd 
TJ watch th) encroachments on the realms of taſte, 
From you our author wpould t2o0 boons obtain, 

Not wholly diffident, nor wbclly wain : 

Tevo things be aſks ; tis modeſt ſure, from you 
Who can do all things, to regueſ but two: 

Firſt, to bis oo a hind attention pay, 

Then judge with candour judge and wwe obey. 
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i Spoken by Py THIA. 
AT length I'm freed from trapical parade 
No = a ———— an ough 4 3 
At once reſigning, with my ſacred dwelling, 
My wreaths, my wand, my arts of fortune- telling. 
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7 ing of Athens. 

ILYs8vs, an unknown Youth, Attendant on the 
Temple at Delphi.“ 

ALEZTEs, a Grecian Sage. 

PruorBAs, an old Athenian, 

Prieſts of Apollo. 

Citizens of Athens. 


WO M E N. 


Carus, Queen of Athens. 
PyTH14A, Priefleſs of Apollo. 
LycEA, an Attendant on the Queen. 
Virgins belonging to the Temple. 
Guards, Attendants on the Queen, &c. 


SCENE, the Veſtibule of the Temple of AroLto 
at DzLenl, and the Laurel Grove adjoining» 
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SCENE, tbe Veftibule of the Temple. 
Enter IlyſTaz and Virgins. 
hy. 


ASTE, haſte, ye virgins, round the ca- 
lumns twine 
Your flowery chaplets; and with ſtreams fteſh drawn 
Of Caſtaly, bedew the ſacred porch | 
Of the great god of day. Already ſee 
His orient beam has reach'd the double top 
Of high Parnaſſus, and begins to ſhed | 
A gleamy luſtre o'er the laurel grove ! | 
Halle, haſte, ye virgins! From the vale beneath 
| hear the noiſe of chariots and of Needs, 
Which hither bend their courſe ; for every ſound 
keems nearer than the former.- And behold 
A reverend ſtranger, who, perhaps, proclaims 
Th" approach of ſome great monarch, to tonſult 
Ali-ſeeing Phebus, or implore his aid. 
Halte, haſte, ye virgins ! 
Enter Phorbas. 
Phor, Tell me, gentle maids, 
And thou, fair youth, who ſeem'ſt to lead the train, 
h this the temple of the Delphick god ? 
Iyſ. It is: and on the middle point of earth 
k's irm foundation, by immortal hands, 
Sands fix'd—but break we off; the folded gates 
Vabar, and lo! the priefteſs' ſelf appears ! 
The Pythia ſpeaks as foe deſcends from the temple. 
_ Hence, ye profane! por with unhallow'd 
ep 

Pallute the threſhold of the Delian king, [art, 
Who few the Python !ſay, from whence thou 
And what thy buſineſs, ſtranggr ? 

Pber. Sacred maid, ws 
m Athens am 1 come, the harbinger | 
i great Creuſa, mine and Athens queen. | 
Pyth. Comes the on pious purpoſe, to adore 
de myſtick ſhrine oracular ? 
Pher, She does; 
id with her comes the partner of her bed, 
Alian Xuthus z be, whoſe powerful arm 
uh Athens from her fate, and in return, 

m good Erectheus bounrteous hand, receiv'd 

„ daughter and his crown..-Would he had found 
"me other recompence ! [Half afide. 
b. [Overbearing bin.] Would be had found! 
age is talkative, and I may learn [ they ? 
nerhat of moment from him Wherefore come 
Der famine threaten, or wide-waſting plague 

feſt the land ? 
"bor. Thank Heaven, our crouded ſtreets 
we felt no dire diſeaſe ; and plenty ſtill 
, "in our blooming fields, Alas! I fear 

* childleſs goddeſs, who prefides o'er Athens, 
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How ill the bronks that any ſtranger hand 

Should wield th' Athenian ſceptte. 
Pyth. Does from her 

The vengeance come ? 


* 


Phor. IR now not whence it comes, 
But this | know, full fifteen years have roll'd 
Since firſt their hands were join'd, and 10l!'d in vainz 
For fil! the royal pair in fiience mourn, 
Curs'd with a barren bed. For this th-y come, 
T' explore the latent cauſe, and beg of Heav'n 
To grant an heir, or teach them where to fix, 
On what ſelected head, the Athenian crown. 

Pytb. And Heaven, no doubt, will hear and grant 

their prayer. 
Uyſſus, haſte, and bid the prieſts prepare 
For ſacrifice, - You, Nyſa, and your fiſters, - 
Amid the laurel grove with ſpeed perform 
The morning's due luſtration. 
Then hither all return.- Myſelf mean while 
Will tempt the voice of age, and try to draw 
[ Afides 


Some uſetul ſecrets from him. 
The good king . 
Of whom you ſpeak, Er: Qheus, did his people 
Efteem and love him #s they ought ? for fame 
Talk'sd largely of his worth. He was a king 
Phor. He was my good old maſter, ſuch a king 
As Heaven but rarely ſends, Did we eſteem 
And love him, doſt thou aſk ? Oh, we ador'd him 
He was our father, not our king Theſe tears 
At leaſt may ſpeak my heart We muſt not hope 
In theſe degenerate times to ſee him equall'd. 
He never did an unkind act, but once, a 
And then he thought the publick good requir'd it z 
Tho' much I fear the evils we lament 
From thence derive their origin. 
Py:b. What act? 
What unkind act? 
Phor. O maid, "twere long to tell 
The whole unhappy ſtory; yet, in part, 
Hear what to me appears too cloſe]y join'd 
With theſe our preſent ills. There was a youth 
Athenian born, but not of royal blood, 
His name Nicander ; him unlucky Fate 
Had made the lover of our preſent queen, 
While yet a maid. What wil! not love attempt 
In young ambitious minds? He told his pain, 
And won the fair in ſecret to admit, 
And to return his paſſion, The good king 
Was far a time deceiv'd, but found at laſt 
Th* audacious fraud, and drove the guilty youth 
To baniſhment perpetual. Some ſay _ 
"Twas, by his means he fell, tho" that my heart 
Conſents not to believe. Thus much is ſure, 
Nicander wander'd forth a wretched exile, 
and ere few days had paſs'd, upon the road, [ blood, 


u found a ſurer method to declare 


Were found his well-known garmeat ſtaih d with 
A 2 ö 


e 
Sure ſigu of murder, and 46 fare a fign ; 
No needy robber wos the inflrument., 
" Pyth. How bore Creuſa this Þ 
Pe, At firſt, her forrows / ; 
Were loud and frantick. Time at length ſubdu'd 
Her rage to ſilent grief. The good old king, 
To ſoothe her woes, conſented the ſhould raiſe 
A tomb to her Nicander ; and perform 
A kind of annual rites to parted love. | 
Pyth. But that not long continued, for we find 
She married Xuthus. 
Phor. 'T'was a match of ſtate; 
He ſav'd her country, and ſhe gave her hand, 
Becauſe that country aſk'd it. But her heart 
Is buried with Nicander. Still to him, 
And Xuthus' ſelf permits it, ſhe performs 
Her yearly off rings, and adorns with flowers 
An empty tomb— Would he had liv'd and reign'd 
Her wedded lord | we had not wanted then 
Th' aſſiſtance of a ftranger arm to guard 
Th' Athenian fate, nor had we then been driven 
To ſearch for heirs at Delphi. 
Pyth. Stop thy toague, 
Or ſpeak with rev'rence of the ſacred ſhrine, 
Thy words were haſty, but thy filence now 
Makes juſt atonement for them— Then perbaps 


* 


Thou think'ſt this want of heirs, a curſe entall'd 


By Heaven on Athens for Nicander's death, 
And Xuthus' reign ? 
P bor. 1 am Athenian horn, 
Nor love Tolian kings, however great 
And good they may be. 
| Pych, The imperial Xuthus 
Ts much renown'd, | 
Phor, Is virtuous, brave, and pious 
Perbaps too pious. 
Pytb. How ! ; 
Phor. Forgive me, maid, 
I ſpeak my thoughts with freedom. 
Pyth. What thou ſpeak'ft 
To me, is ſacred. Then perchance thou rank f 
His journey hither to addreſs the god, [ pious, 
Among thoſe as which thou would'ft call too 
Phor. For me the gods of Athens would ſuffice. 
Yet do 1 pay juſt rey'rence, holy maid, 
To thee, and to thy ſhrine. a 
Pyth. Thy zeal for Athens 
Is too intemperate. But the traiq returns 
And interrupts our converſe. Say, !lyſſus, 
Are they prepar'd ? 
Enter Ilyſſus and Virgins. 
Tlyſ. They are, and only 2 
Th' approaching victims. 
Pyth. By yon train, the queen 
Ie now on her arrival. Thou, Ilyſſus, 
Receive her here; while I, as cuſtom wills, 
Deep in the temple's inmoſt gloom retire, 
And wait th' inſpiring god—llyſſus, hear; 
When thou haſt paid due honours to the queen, 
Haſte ts Aletes, in the laurel grove 
Impatient I expect him: tell him, youth, 
Things of uncommon import do demand 
His inſtant preſence—But the crowd approaches. 
Scranger, farewel=—-l feel, I feel within, 
An heav'n-born impulſe, and the feeds of troth 
Are lab'ring in my breaſt Stranger, fare vel. 
The Pythia returns to the le, and the gates fbut. 
[ F Enter Crevſa — 1 
Cre. No ferthet nced we conduct. Bid the guards. 
Return, and wait the king. 
Phor. Does ought of moment 
Pet. in him on the road ? 
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That name's Athenian. Tell me, gentle youth, 
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. Cre, He a while. N 
At 8 D that he miy lere 
grant his ceal 
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No duty unperform d. Heaven 
May meet with juſt ſucceſs! 
Iyſ. Pleaſe you, great queen, 
| In yon pavilion to repoſe, and taſte 
Some light reſection. | 
Cre. Ha |—=Lycer-——P horbas, 
What youth is this? There's ſomething ig his eyes, 
His ſhape, his voice—What may we call'thee, youth, 
820 The ſervant of the god, who guards this fane, 
re. Bear'ſt thou no name? | 
thyf. iiyflus, gracious queen, 
The prieſts and virgins call me. 
Cre, Ha! Hyſſds! 


| 


| 


Art thou of Athens then ? 
Ilyſ. T have no country; 
Nor know I whence 1 am, 
Cre. Who were thy parents? 
Thy father, mother ? 
Tiyſ. Ever honoured queen, 
I never knew a mother's tender cares, 
Nor heard the inftruQions of a father's tongue, 
Ce. How cam'ft thou hither ? 
Iiyſ. Eighteen years are paſs'd 
Since in the temple's portal I was found 
A ſleeping infant. $1 
Cre. Eighteen years! good Heaven! 
That fatal time recals a ſcene of wor 
Let me not thinł Were there no marks to the 
From whom or whence thou wert ? 
Lyſ. I have been told 
An cfier baſket, ſuch as ſhepherds weave, 
And a few ſcatter'd leaves, were all the bed 
And cradle I could boaft. 
Cre. Unhappy child ! 


1 
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But more, O ten times more unhappy they Tt 
Who loſt perhaps, in thee, their only offspring — 


What pangs, what anguiſh muſt the mother !eel? 
Compell'd, no doubt, by ſome diſaſtrous fate 


But this is all conjefture, — Th 
T'yſ. O, great queen, : [thee C 
Had thoſe from whom 1 ſprung been form'd lik Mo 
| Had they e'er felt the ſecret pengs of nature, Let 
They had not left me to the defart world Ie 
So totally expos'd, TI rather fear Lye 
I am the child of lc uli nete and vice, li 
And happy only in my ignorance. be 
— Why ſhould ſhe weep? Or it her tears can Hay 
For even a ſtranger's but ſuſpected woes, but 
How is that people bl-(s'e, where ſhe prefides And 
As mother and as queen (—Piesſe you retire ? P 
Cre. No, Gay Thy ſentiments, at leaſt beſpes To1 

A gen'rous education. Tell me, youth, — 
How has thy mind been form'sd ? 2 
Ilyſ. in that, great queen, _ 

I never wanted parents. The good prieſts, The 
And pious priefleſs, who with core ſuſtain'd 1 
My heipleſs infancy, left not my youth 2 
| Without iaſtruction. But O, more then all, = 
The kindeſt, beſt good man, a neigbb'ring ſage, Wil r! 
Who has known better days, tho' now retit c r 
To a ſmall cottage on the mountain's brow, Th? 
5 


He deals his bleſfinęs to the fimple ſwains _ 
In balms, and powerful herbs, He taught me thi 
Which my ſoul treaſures as it's deareſt wea lib, 
And will remember ever. The good prieft 
"Tis true, had taught the ſame, but not vi 
That force and energy; conviction's ſelf 
Dwelt on Aletes' tongue, ; 


| Cre. Alctes, ſaid' thou ? 
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CIS * man's vame ? | | 
. It is, great queen, | 
; K he lives, and guides me by his counſels. 

Cre. What did he tesch thee ? 

To adore high Heaven, a 
. N on earth, Heaven's image, truth! 
To feel for others woes, and bear my own 
With manly refignation—— Yet I own, 
Some things he tavght me, which but ill agree | 
With my condition here, | 

Cre. What things were thoſe ? | 

Ilyſ. They were for exerciſe, and to confirm 
My growing ſtrength. And yet | often told him, 
The exerciſe he taught reſembied much 
What I had heard of war, He was himſelf 
A warrior once. | 

Cre. And did thoſe ſports delight thee ? 

I'yſ. Great queen, 1 do confefs my ſoul mix'd 

with them. 
Whene'er I graſp'd the ofier-platted ſhield, 
Or ſent the mimick javelin to it's mark, 
] felt I know not what of ſpirit in me. 
'* then | knew my duty, and repreig'd 

e ſwel ing ardour. is to ſhaders, I cried, 
The ſervant of the temple, muſt confine 
His leſs ambitious, not Ic {s virtuous cares, 

Cre, Did the good man obierve, «nd blame thy 

- ardour?f - 

I. He only ſmil'd at my too forward zeal; _ 
Ny, ſeem'd to think ſuch ſporis were neceſſary, 
To ſoften what he call'd, more rig'roug ſtudies. 

Cre. Suppoſe when I return to Athens, youth, 
Thou ſhoutd'ſt attend me thither! would'ſt thou 

truſt a 
1 To me thy future fortunes ? 

Ilyſ. O myſt gladly ! 

But then to leave theſe ſhades, where I was nurs'd 
| The ſervant of the god, how might that ſeem ? 
ring! And good Aletes tov, the kind old man 

er tee? Of whom I ſpeak ?—Bur wherefore talk I thus, 
ate You only throw theſe tempting lures to try 

Th' ambition of my youth=—— Pleaſe you, retire. 


b eyes, 
youth, 


$ fane, 


uth, 
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[thee Cre. Ilyſſus, we will find a time to ipeak 
m'd lik More largely on this ſubje& ; for the preſent, 
re, Let all withdraw and leave us. Youth, farewel, 
I ſee the place, and will retire at leiſure. 
Dees, Phorbas, ſtay, | 
I. [Alu.] How my heart beats! 
She muit mean ſomething ſure! Tho' good Aletes: 
— Ha told me, poliſh d courts abound in ta!ſhood. | 
| at I will bear the prie leſs meilage to him, 
Gdes And open all my doubts. E. its 
ire? Phor, Great queen, why ſtand'ſt thou fitear / 
x beſpes To labour in thy breaſt. {Something ſeems 
Cre. Alas! good Phorbas, 
Dat thou obſerve that youth ? When firſt my eye 
anc'd on his beautzous form, methought I ſaw 
h The perſon of Nicander. 
14 Pber. Gracious queen, 
our heart miſleacs your eyes. The image there 
all, Too deeply find, makes every plealing viz<t 
g ſage, Dar ſome reſemblance to itſe:t. 
ira e. Lycea, 
And yet, tho' thou waſt there, I well believe 


thy youth can ſcarce remember how be look d, 
hen from the fight triumphant he return d 
''d with the victor laurel ; ſuch a wreath 
At now Ilyſſus wears, Indeed Lycea, 
u mother, had the liv'd, had thought as I do. 
Y, when he ſpake, the voice too was Nicander's. 
know not what to think, perhaps *twas fancy; 


” 


| Which fancy might ſuggeſt. 
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Phor. Illuſtrious queen, f 

You do abuſe your nable mind, and lend 

To mere illufions of the brain, the force [were 
And power to make you wretched, Orant chere 
Some flight reſemblance of Nicanger's torm 

In young liyſſus, tho' my eyes percgive not 
E'en the moſt diſtant liken*ſs; grant there were, 


Vet wherefore ſhould the fight ſo nearly touch thee? 


Caſual ſimilitude! we know too well 
Nicander left no heir. [ She ſeems diffurbed. 
| ſay not this, R 
Great queen, to heighten, but relieve your ſorrows, 
And baniſh from your breaft each vaia ſurmiſe 


Cre, Too well indeed, 
O Phorbas, much too well indeed, we know 
Nicancer left no heir to his perfections, 
No image of himſelif—— And yet, good Phorbas, 
Blame not my folly, nor demand a reaſon, 
lf I intreat these to examine ſtrictiy 
The fortunes of this young unknown. The priefls 
Or prieſteſs may know more than they entruſt 
Po his uawary youth, The ſage, he ſpake of, 
Could'ft thou not ſearch him out; tis ſomewhere 
near 
He ewells, I think, upon the mountain's brow. 
Thou wonder ſt at me ; call it, if thou pleaſe, 
A woman's weakneſs; but obey me, Phorbas, 
Phor, You ſay I wonder; "tis indeed to fee 


| My honour'd queen employ her thoughts thus idly 


On griefs long paſt ; when things of near concern 
To her and Athens ſhould alarm her nearly, 

Cre. What things of near concerg ? 

Phor. See'ſt thou not, queen, 
Thy crown, EreQtheus'* crowr, the crown of Athens, 


| Wav'cing in Fortune's power? 


Cre. The gods will fix it, 

Phor. The gods! Ah, great Creuſs, may my fears 
Be vain and groundieſs; bat I fear the gods 
Have left us tu ourſelves. When we religan'd 
Th' Athenian ſceptie ta a tianger band 
We did reje & their guidance. Wherefore come we 
To Delphi now, but that th“ cffenued guds 
Have wwrn'd tov long an inattentive ear 
To our il|-judged petitions. 

Cre Why j4-judgea ? 0 
We «ſd for heirs. 

Phor. We did; for Xuthus heirs, 

The race of Eulus. I know, great queen, [not 
They were to ſpring from thee ;z but Heaven peruics 
The native purene(s of th' Athenavn o 

Should mix with foreign clay, 1 with we fiad not 
More ajien kines at Delphi. 

Cre. Think'ſt thou Xuthus 
Deceives us then? His worrh, his piety, 

Forbid the thought. Beſides, the ſacred place 
Admits not of deceit, , 

Phor. Credulity 

Is not the vice of age. Forgive me, queen, 

If I ſuſpeR that piety, which brings us 

To ſearch for kings at Delphi. Might not Athene 
Have choſen her own monarch ? Her brave yuuth, 
Her beard-d ſages, are they not the flower 

And pride of Greece ? Niy,might'i not thou, Creuſa, 
With liberal hand beſtow th' imperial wreath? © 
And who has better right? 

Cre. The gods, who gave it 
To me, and my great ancettors. 

Phor. Whate'er 
The gods beftow can never be reſum'd, 

Tho' we repent, The pious populace 


haps 'twas ſomething more. 


1 rev'rence kings from heaven. 


— 


To the pavilion, and expect him there. 


. And when 1 gave her the f'ght hints I knew 


% 


_ Tonching this unknown youth, 


Tos fenfibly ; each diftant doubt alarms it; 
It ftarts at Chadows 


* 


x 


* 


. : O02 8 
Cre. And wherefore not ? [ ficious 


Phor. O, queen? perhaps my fears are too of- 


"Bot let thy ſetvant beg—— 
Cre. I know thy zeal 
For me, and for thy country. Reft aſſur'd, 
Creuſa never will conſent to aught 
Which can endanger Athens. 
 Phor. My heart thanks thee ! 
Cre. Mean while the youth, Ilyfſug=—— 
Phor. Should the king, | | 
Confirm'd by oracles, preſume to fix 
A firanger on the throne 
Cre. He will not do it. | | 
Þ hor. I hope he will not; vet 
Cre. The youth I ſpake of, 
Wilt thou enquire 
Phber. Should Xuthus lay afide 
His uſval mildneſs, and sſſume at once 
The monarch and the huſband, cou!d'ft thou then 
Cre. In Athens' cauſe I could refiſt them all. 
But ceaſe theſe vain ſuſpicions. A few hours 
Will prove thy fears were groundleſs. Mean while, 
Por bas, 
Thou wilt find methods to inform th-yſelf 


Pbor. By yonder guards, 
The king ſhould be at hand. 
Cre. I will retire 


Yet hear me, Phorbas; let noc Xuthus know 
Why thou enquir'ſt. 

Phor. Xuthus has other cares, | 

Cre. The priefteſs too, would confer with her: 
Tho' that Lycea may perform. Farewel, 
And profper in thy taſk. Alas, Lycea! [ Exit Phorbas. 
There is a ſecret jabours in my breaſt, 
But ſate forbids that 1 ſhould give it utterance. 
This boding heart was early taught to feel 


But retire we, maid, 
Gricf is th' unhappy charter of our ſex; 
The gods who gave us readier tears to ſhed, 
Gave us moie cauſe to ſhed them. 


& 


A = T. II. | 
SCENE, the Laurel Grove. 


Enter Aletes and Ilyſſus. , 


Alet. Fu ſhe diſturb'd when ſhe beheld thee? 
SJ 7 / Much; 


— 


Relating to my fortunes, ſhe &:ffolv'd- 
Jn ſilept tears: foch ſoft humanity 
Sure never dwelt in any breaſt but her's, 
Nor did Ithink, till now, thet I had cauſe 
Of difcontent ; but fince ſhe wept my fate, 
I f:em to find s reaſon in her grief, 
Ani ſeel myſelf unhappy. 
Het. Why unhappy ? a 
Tiyſ. Iknow not why: and yet to be confin'd 
Thus to a fingle ſpot, to dr. w in air, 
To take in nouriſhment, to live, to die, 
For this was man defign'd ? Ah, good Aletes 
Sure thou haſt taught me, goilike man was made 
For noble purpoſes of general good, 
or action, not for reſt, The queen propos d 
ſhould attend her to the Athenian hate 3 
Wooldſt thou adviſe it? Doſt thou think, Aletes, 


6 


Thou v iſheſt and thou hop'ſt thou know'R not what, 


To glory's fineſt feel, or give up all, 


U 8 A. 
A. Doubtleſs, youth, 
If ſhe propos d, ſhe meant it. 
| Jizſ. And wouldft thou © | 
Adviſe I ſhould attend her ? 
— Wherefore not? * 
lyſ. May I deſert theſe ſhades? Or 
Thee, thee, my good Aletes ? dr 
Alet. O, Uyſſus! not: 
Strive not to hide thy heart; from me thou canſt 
| form'd it, and I know it. Delphi's ſhades 
Have now no peace for thee; thy boſom feels 
Ambition's active, unrelenting fires. 


* 


"Tis glory thou wouldſt have. 
youth, 

Where Virtue calls thee: be the means 
Thou canſt not ſoar too high. 

I. My more than father 
Thy words inſpire me, and 1 feel a warmth 
Unknown before—but then, my birth== _ 

Alet. Thy birth! | 
Did 1 not teach thee early to defpiſe 
A caſual good? thou art thyſelf, liyſſos. 
Inform me, youth, wouldſt thou be what thou art, 
Thus fair, thus brave, thus ſenſibly alive 


Go then, brave 


but noble, 


To be deſcended from a line of kings, 
The tenth perhaps from Jove? I ſee thy cheek 
Glows a repentant bluſk— And yet, if birth 
Concern thee, know, prophetick is my ſpeech ; 
Thy fate is now at work, and a few hours [ thee, 
May ſhew thee what thou art==My words alarm 
Ilyſ. They do, indeed. Oh, tell me 

et. Tis in vain [ceals 
Thou wouldſt enquire from me what Heaven con- 
Till it's fit time. Didſt thou not ſay, Ilyflus, 
The Pythia would be here ? 
Ixſ. She comes, 
Als. Retire, 
And leave us to ourſelves, 
Tlyſ. 1 will--And yet, 
Might I not know 
A'et. From me thou canſt know nothing. 
of. A few hours, ſaid you? 
Alet. Hence, and beg of Heaven 


To proſper the event. Retite, and leave vs. 
[Exit Ilyf. 


Enter Pythis. 
Pyth. Now, gocd Aletes, if thy pregnant mind, 
Deep judging of events, has ever fram'd 
Such artful truths as won believing man {name 
To think them born of Heaven, and made my 
Renown'd in Greece, oh, now exert thy power! 
No common cauſe demands it. Kings and ftates 
Are our ſolicitors, and Athens' fate 
Hangs on my lips, | 
Alert. | know it. And now, 
If, as thou ſay'ſt, my ſecret kind advice, 
And worn experience in the ways of men, 
Have gain'd thv alters credit, and with gifts 
Loaded thy ſhrines, now, by one-gratetul at 
Thou may'ſt repay me all. POS 
Pyth, What act? Oh, ſpeak! 
And giadly I obey, 

Aet. An act, my Pythia, y gero%% 
Which, though at firſt it may ſeem bold and d 
Shall in the end add luſtre to thy ſhades, 
And make e'en kings proteQors of thy fane- 
Oh, Pythia! 'twas the hand of Heaven itſelf 


She meant I ſhould attena her ? 


Which brought theſe royal ſuppliants to © 
1 ſhrine. | 


a art, 


„ 


' 
1 could unfold a tale but let it reft.. +, 
Thou halt ere night know all, and bleſs, with me, 
Tb indulgent Powers above. Onli in this 
Obey me blindly, Pythia. | 
Pyth, Say, in what ? | 
let, Declare Ilyſſus heir to Athens' crown. 
Pytb. Uyſſas heir | What mean'ft thou? *Tis a 
Too palpable. _ . _ * [fraud 
Akt, 1 knew *twould ſtartle thee. | 
But tis becauſe thou know'ſt the fraud, my Pythia, 
That it alarms thee. Did thou really think 
This youth were heir to the Athenian crown, 
Wouldft thou not ſeize the happy gift of chance, 
And to the world proclaim it ? 
Pycb, True, I ſhould ; 
And bleſs my fate, that in theſe ſacred ſhades 
I had nurs'd op, unknowingly, a k ng 
fir my protector. But what then might ſeem | 
The conſequence, now ſeems the cauſe, Aletes; 
Wil they not ſay I made the King, to gain 
The kind proteRor ? 
Alet. So to thee it ſeems ; 
But who will ſay it? the believing many 
Will bow with rev'rence and implicit faith 
To what thy ſhrine ordains ; and for the few 
Who may ſuſpect the cheat, true policy 
Vill keep them filent. Should they dare detect 
A fraud like this, and ſpurn at right divine, 
Where were their power ? the many-headed beaſt 
Would fee! the flacken'd rein, and from his back 
Shake off the lordly rider. Thou ſeem'ſt 
To weigh my words, To clear thy doubts at once, 
Bon, many days are paſs'd ſince firſt I knew 
Of their approach. Thou think'ſ I ſhould have 
I needed not. I have myſelf prepar'd [ told thee. 
uch previous circumſtance, and tound due means 
To forward the event, Thy part is eaſy; . 
debold the oracle, [cauſe of woe. 
Pyth. [ Reads.] ** A baniſh'd youth js Athens' 
flow know'ft thou that? [ Looking earneſtly at him. 
Att. Demand not, but read on. 
Fyib. — 
thens muſt receive 
Another youth; and on the young unknown, 
Who tends my ſhrine, and whom I call my ſon, 
beftow th* imperial wreath. The god declares 
No more,” 
Aer. Thou ſeem'ſt amaz'd. 
Pith. 1 am indeed, 
0 fiad thee thus inſtruct · d on a theme 
Jane prepar'd to mention. The queen's paſſion, 
r lover baniſh'd— | 
Alt. What thou ſeeſt I know, 
iy tell thee I know more. f 
Pytb, Tell me what thou know'ſt ? [ance 
Alt, Not yet; 'tis better thou remain in igno- 
Il all be finiſh'd, But pronounce the oracle, 
id leave the reſt to me. Doſt thou diſt: uſt me? 
Pyth. J do not. Yet if on ſlight hints alone 
we form'ſt this weighty fraud, conſi ſer well 
dat may or may not follow. By thy lo. ks, 
blere ſhould be ſomething hid. Say, Aletes, 
"at ſhould I think? Thou ſmil ſt. 
Alt. Wile thou obey me ? 
76. 1 will: I now begin 
e hope indeed. There is ſome ſecret hid 
moſt important weight. But does the queen 
1 will not anſwer thee ; my time's too 
dy, \ Precious, 
el deviſe ſome means that I may ſee her 
de unobſery'd by all. 
*Jth. You cannot ſee her 


FLU be paſt, Will that ſuffice ? 
\s 


c R E US A; 


| 4 hk tag ' 
Pyth. Here, In the laurel grove, 

Ale. No place more fit, 1 

rs oh, be careful, Pythia, that the kiag 
Obſerve us not ! for tis of mighty momeac - 

He ſhould believe this ſubſticuted youth 

Of race olian. To which end, my Pythia, 

| have among the prieſts, theſe few days paſt, * 

When they ſuſpected not ch* approach of Xuthus, 

Dropp'd doubtful hints as if 1 had diſcovet 4 

Some antique marks amid the ofier twigs 

Which form'd Ilyſſus' cradle, that denote 

He ſprang from Kolus. And at the cave. 

Of great Trophonius have I ta'en due care 

Such anſwers ſhould be given as would induce 

One of leſs faith than Xuthus to expect 

An heir of his own family. 

Pytb. The boy, 

Knows he of thy intentions? 

Alet. No, nor muſt ; 
Till ripening time permit. His fate depends 
Upon his ignorance. Soft, who comes here ? 

Pyth, It is the warm old man, and, as 1 think, 
Some fair attendant of the queen. Retire, ._ 
would know more, but Wherefore doſt thou 


So ardently upon them? { gaze 
Alet. Hence, away! | 
We muſt not now be ſeen. [ Exenat. 


Enter Lycea and Phorbas. 
Lyc. This place ſeems quite recir'd. Here if 
thou wait, bs, 

I will inform the queen, and her impatience 
Will bring her on the inſtant. Surly, Phorbas, 
Something myſterious lurks beneath her tears, 
Her ſtrange anxieties. Since thou wert abſent, 
Phis unknown youth alone has fill'd her thoughts; 
Of him alone ſhe talks, recounts his words, 
Deſcribes his looks, his geflures, loyes to dwell 
On each particular. Ere tFou wert gone 
She wiſh'd and e'en expected thy return: 
{ Diſpatch'd me often, tho' ſhe knew 'twas vain, 


« For that youth baiſh'd, A- To witch for thy arrival. W: en the king 


| Approach'd, ſhe ſmooth'd her brow, as if to hide 
Tne ſtrugglings of her mind ; nay, ſcem'd afraid 
He ſhould ſuſpect ber ſurrows. 

Phor. Then to him ; 
She mention'd not this vouth ? 

Lyc. Her conduct chere 
Poa moſt myſterous. With «© voice of fac, 

She ſlightly cropp*d that ſhe had ſeen a yuh 
Whom ſh: could with to b-ar with her to Athens. 
The king conſented, and with ſmies propos d 
They mould adopt him. f 

Phor. Ha! adopt him, ſ.idſt thou? 

L.yc. In ſhort, he ſpake, but at his words a glow 
Of ſudden joy ſpread o'er her face, her tongue 
Forgot rettraint, and in his praile grew lavith; 
Then Rog p'd again, and. heſitating, ſtrove 
To check it's zeal, as fearful to betray 
Some hidden traniport. 

Pr. Whatſoe'er it be, 

[ ſoon (hail damp her joy. This youth, Lyces, 
Muſt not to Athen>—bur beho'd the queen. 

Lyc. Oh, how impatient! ere I cou'd return 
To tell her thou wert here, the comes herlcl;, 
Eager to learn thy tidings. 

Enter Creuſa. 

Cre. Now, my Phorbas, 

Say what thou know'ſh at once. The King al:ealy 
Conſents he hall attend us, 
Phgr, Never, never 


Shell Athens ſee that youth, 


Cie, What mean'f thou, Pho bas? 


— 


57 
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Phor.. Too much already 
Has hapleſs Athens known: | 

Cre. AEolian blood! ſſent. 

Pbor. The king conſents! 1 a not his con- 
Yes 'twas my word, great queen, lian blood; 
- This reach deldinde from Boie. | : 

2 Cre. Be dumb, 
Or bring me bettet tidin gs. f 

Pee. Worſe | canner; F 
But what I ſpeak is truth. 

Cre. Peace, monſter, peace! 

Thou know'ſt not truth. Tis thy sffected zeal 
For Athens, for thy country, that ſuggefts 
This horrid falſhood; tis thy hate of Xuthus, 
Pbor. What means my queen "ou how have J 
deſery'd 
Such harſh expreſſions ? Does my honeſt love | 
For Athens and Creuſa ſubjeRt me 
To ſuch unkind ſuſpicions ? 
Cre. Gracions gods ! 
It cannot be—Alas, forgive me, Phorbas ! 
] know not what I ſay; thy words firike thro' me, 
"They pierce my very foul. Oh, I had hop'd— 
But tell me all; tho' | believe thee honeſt, ' - 
Thy zeal for Athens, and for me, may make thee 
Too haſty cf belief. Why art thou filent ? 
bor. Amazement ſtops my tongue; theſe ſtarts 
of paſſin, | 
This violence of grief, muſt have a cauſe. 
Cre. Perhaps they have, perhaps to thee, good 
Phorhbas, \ 
This bu ſting heart may open all it's forrows. 
But tell me firtt, what are thy proofs? From 
| whence 
Gain'dft thou this curs'd intelligence? 

Pbor. O, queen! 

Thy look, thy words—t know not how to anſwer. 
Vet if there be off-rce in what | ſpeak, 

My ighorance offends, not I cfend. 

Know then, Crevſ1, from the prieſts who tend 
This Delphicle ſhiine, by your command I learnt 
My firſt inte!ligence, 

Cre, And did they fay 
Tris youth was o /Eovlian race? 

Jer. They did: 

An leaſt their words imported little leſs. 

"\'hey judg'd me Xuthus' friend, not enemy, 

As would thy rage ſuggeſt; and as a friend, 

Drepp'd hints they thought would pleaſe me. 
Cre. Then, perhaps, 

It was not truth they ſpake; they but deceiv'd 

Thy car with well-judg'd flattery. 

Phor, What follow d ſthee 
Confirm'd it truth, Has the king mention'd to 
What promiſes were given him at the ſh:ine 
Qt ſage Trophonius ? 
© Cre. General promiſes 
Of ſure ſucceſs, no more. 

Pher. Know then, great queen, 

As return'd from converſe with the piefts, 

1 met his friend and boſom favourite, Lycon. 

Toy ſparkles in his eyes, and his vain tongue 
Oferfiow'd with tranſport, I obſerv'd it well, 

And gave the torrent p:ſſage, nay, with at, 

Een led it blindly forward; till at length 

He open'd his whole ſoul, and, under leal 

Of firmeſt ſecreſy, told me the King 

Would find an heir at Delphi, ſuch an heir 

As would rejoice the unapparent ſhaces 

Of his great anceſtors. At that I ſtarted. 

He found his error then, and and told me, gloſing, 
hat great Trophonius has almoſt proc laim'd, 


of Tolian blood 


„ C. 0 4. 


His age, his unknown birth, all, all conſpir'd 


] And for the hapleſs child the father died. [utter'h, 


17 ** kr g races 
re. is own'race ! — | 
| Phor. 80 ſaid he. Whether t Trop fake 
| his oracle, I know not; but 1 — 
00 well whoſe oracle to me declar'd it. 
Cre. Think'f thou this youth 
Phor, Grant it were only done 
To try my zeal, why ſhould they try it now, 
Unleſs ſome cloſe defign requir'd that trial ? 
Yes, mighty queen, I do believe this youth 
Is our intended king, But, by yon Heaven, 
If it be he, or any other he 
Of Kuthus' race, he ſhall not reign in Athens, 
This poniard firſt ſhall drink his blood. 
Cre. Forbear ! 
That thought diſtrafts me—tho' perhaps tis ol 
Obs Phorbas ! *twas my hope, my wiſh, my prayer, 
hat youth might reign in Athens, But thy word 
Strike deadly damps, like baleful aconite, 
And poiſon all within. 
Phor. What means my queen? * 
Cre. O, Phorbas! O, Lycea But firſt ſwear 
Ry Nemeſis, and the tremendous Powers 
Who puniſh broken faith, no word, no hint, 
Shall ſcape your lips of all your queen declares. 
Both. We ſwear. ' 
Cre. Know then, oh, pain to memory | 
I had a fon. 
Phor. A ſon! 0 , 
Lye. Good Heaven! 
Phor. A ſon! [Lycea, 
Cre, Oh, my full heart !=——-Thy mother, my 
Knew all the fatal proceſs of my woes, 
And was their only ſolace. Phorbas, yes, 
I had a ſvn; but witneſs every god 
Whoſe genial power preſides o'er nuptial leagues, 
Nicander was my wedded lord, That night, 
That fatal night, which drove him forth from 
Athens, 
Forc'd from my ſwelling womb, ere yet mature, 
It's precious burden, To thy mother's cares 
1 ow'd my life. In ſecret ſhe aſſuag'd 
My piercing pangs, and to Nicander's arms 
In-ſecret ſhe convey d the wretched infant. 
What follow'd well thou know'ſt. Nicander fell, 
And with him doubtleſs fell the dear, dear charge, 
Confign'd to his protection. Yet, good Phorbas, 
When I beheld this youth, his looks, his voice, 


To cheat me into hopes, 
How blaſted all! 

Phor. Great queen, my tears confeſs, 
An old man's tears, which rarely fall, confeſs 
How much I ſhare your anguiſh, Had I known 
Nicander was your lord, by earth and Heaven, 
I would have rais'd all Athens in his cauſe; 
Nay, been a rebel to the beſt of maſters, 
Ere the dear pledge of your unſpotted loves 
Sbould thus have fall'n untimely. Now, alas! 
| have not e'en one flattering hope to give thee. 
Till now, 1 oft have wonder'd, why fo far 
Their rage purſu's Nicander, *Tis too plain 
They knew the precious burden which he bote, 


Alas, how fallen ! 


Cre. Oh, gods! 1 feel the truth of what tles 
And my heart dies within me. Oh, Lycea! 
Who, who would be a mother ? 


Phber. Be a queen, A 
And turn thy grief to rage, Shall aliens ſport 


With thy misfortunes ? Shall inſulting ſpoiler? Wy 
Smile o'er the ruins of thy hapleſs ſtate, Asa, 
While all the golden harveſt is their own ? Wil 


Io Hot expteſely, Xuthus here ſtould find 


Shall Xuthus uiumph ? Shall his race fu 


2nive 


rayer, 
wordt 


S N 
thine, (I mean not to het 
Cre. It 


46 ebe torn, x 
bez 
gere a 11 *. wait 
il ll he dire ane e on us. ſhort hour, 
ad doubt th . Phorhas, then, 
Would he pre GRE Þ 4, on then's throne | 
u alien,race, Days tho", this heauteous. yo 
This dear re emblance « of my murder'd lord, 
ould bs hg Fatal choice, by that de Ju ſhade, 
ſhich. periſh: dat reach'd.the gates of life, 
will-l,thipk I will—aMft hy. venteance 
ft! who comes hete— Tit he! how innocent, 
bb winning ſoft be looks]! Whage'er jt be, 
fle kaows not the eceit. Look on him, 1 
w, thou Walt Ke him. 
Fler. Not J. Great queen, 
Reſume gry nor let this fond eden 
my yo wo 21 710 you ſhould bluſh. Abs 
WII. boa 
Ester lyfſus, 
Isf. thats nol, 
be altar Kade prepar'd, and all things v wait 
our royal preſence, From the kiog 1 come, 
s me enger, 
Gn, We will attend his pleaſure, 
b. Phorbas; I may want thy counſel, 
1 e looks not on me ſure as ſhe was wont. 


| (peak. to _ [PAfde.} Fermit me, gracious 


V 

0 pay my humbſet thanks ; for, by your. means, 
be 5 kind as yau are. + 
_ iſe, 5ſſus, 
haps you needed there no advocate. 
bas, lead on. My reſolution melts, 
od alf my ſex returns. Ove look from him 
weighs a thouſand proofs. Phorbas, lead on, 
vr m loſt in weakneſs. 
[Exeunt Creuſa and Phorbas. 
V. [Stepping Lycea.] Gentle maid, 
day yet a moment, Wherefore does the queen 
book coldly on me? Know'ſt thou if in aught 
have offended ?- 
He. Things of mightieſt import 
(preſent fill her mind, nor leave they room 
for leſs affairs, My duty calls me hence. [Zeit. 
lyſ. L hope it is no more; yet each appearance 
rms me now. Aletes, thou haſt rais'd [ doobts, 
Feed conflicts here, ſuch hopes, ſuch fears, ſuch 
dat apprehenſion finks beneath their weight. 
ell might'ſt thou ſay theſe ſolitary ſhades _ {me 
ve now no peace for me. Yet once thou taug 
hat the pure mind was it's own ſource: of peace. 
But that philolophy 1 find belongs 

private life; for where ambition enters 
l feel it is not true. 


YO 
ACT Ii. 
SCEN R, . Wefibule of the Temple 


E nter Aletes. 

HY ſhould 1 doubt? It with it * 

ſucceted. 
et J could wiſh that I had ſeen na 
ore "twas undertaken z for f echapso= , 
it better as it | — ' Her part had 1 
as l to nc now, what ſhe does, 
— ing of wget the deſign, 

ill ſeem natural the Pythia ſure 


At, 


tet 


Wall that fraud zdmit, 


US 4 


Win a as ] directed Heck! the, 
Should be ere this perform d. 9352 15 7 
- | That noo proclaims 1 them Gnith'd, _ the crow 
Will ſoan be here—-They come 1 I muſt not yet 1 
— ſeen j the Pythia in the laurel grove 

* me what has has paſs'd. 
G50. 


a deſcends boſtily from the : INFEC 1 
ders Lycea felleing. 
He. Stay, mighty queen, 5 you z 


You know not What you do; your tra t 

You leave the rites unfiniſh d, — age re . 

In wild amazement gaze on your departure, , - 
Cre. I will not ſtay z nor will I tamely bear 

My diſappointed hoges. Oh, honeſt . 

Oh, good « old man! thy penetrating « 4 2 

Saw early their delignt. *Tis to fopply. "ap 


Thor wt. 4 8 ne er to he veply af) | 
That we call in 4 Toth e throne, + 
And Yield « = ſceptres to /Eqlian bands. - 


Yes, ye great ſhades of my progenitory,, 
I hear ye call; ye ſhall, ye & ok have. L 
Lyc. .Whateyer you deſign, concea 
This 122 of your rage. 
Cre. Why loiters Phorbas ? ' 
He ſaw my anguiſh 3 wherefore comes he not »7 
To it's relief? They, fool ms paſt endurance, . 


Rely they on the weakneſy© mY! 7 eder 
Lycea, = ſhall find this feeble arm , 
In ſuch » cauſe can lay the, diſtatf by, 0 


And graſp th' unerring thunderbolt of I. * 
Oh, Phorbas, art theu co 1 
Enter Phorbas, TS the Temples 
Phor. Now, wighty queen, 
Are my ſuſpicions juſt ? 1s Phorbas honaſt? . | 
Cre. As light as truth itſelf, My couaellory 
My boſom friend ! 
Pbor. Now ſhall a caſual likeneſs, .. 
If ſuch there be, a ſemblant caſt 6 f features, | 
The ſport of nature in a human — * 
Shall teifles light as theſe weigh down.conviftion * 
Oh, queen | from fiſt to laſt th* apparent ſcheme 
Glares 2 Le now. Why, were we brought. 0 
elphi, 
But that this youth has long deen nuttur'd ber 
In ſecret from the world ;, perhaps the ſon Z 
Of Xuthus' ſelf, plac'd — at firſt, to hide 
The guilt and ſhame of ſcme di Mogel mother, 
Though now applied to more per aicious ends. 
Cre. It may de ſo. ; 
| Pbar. And why, ſay why, to-day,.. | \ 
While Xuthus ſtays behind for oralen 
| He wanted not, is young liy{ſvs did = 11 
To meet your eyes, and win with artful tales | 14. 
Your eaſy heart ? yo 
Cre. Bid! was he bid ta doit? 1 
Eber. | ſaw the priefteſs whiſper, aa * 
| Then loud ſhe bid him wait for thy approach. 


. She muſt, forſooch, retice to ſacred gloom, 


N Wiek What {range "ft the, holy, ky pperite - A 


| 4nd wait for inſpiration... Xuthes gold + 7 
| Was what. aa d the trgitte ſs. Yet, good Heaven! 
When from the ſhrine ſhe gave the.dzeacful words, 


in mimick trancts died —. A.banith'd youth, 

1s Aihens';cauſe of Wee. iT vo iA, | 

Tho' for a wicked pucpaſe, to al ure. 10 47 

'Chy ealy faj . „ and lead d thee io admit A 

| The fraud which follow's, ;* i 

| Gu Never, never, Fb erbat * 887 L 
qw ready iy. A 


4D Xuthus; when my fog tos li tondacte 1 30 "wy 
Conſent to wy 194eſt ! Thde heard't bim ay 
| To + 4a 


| we mould adopt this may ; in ſergzing 
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Sbe meant, their me 


ladruct me, Photbag;'by what means to cru 


 I'williconfronc chis/artful politician, 


He ſpoke Tt, but een then thi Infoltlng tyrent 
Couch's fatal truths beneath th* ambiguous phraſe, 
Pbor. Why chould a youth debe ne for ſolitude 


Ee taught the arts of war? he ſaw himſelf 


1 he mpropriety. Who is this ſage | 
Tha has inſtructed him ? And why ſhould Lycon 
C*.iflow with fudden joy, but that he found, 
From thy apparent fonnefs for che boy), 
Their ſchemes grew practicable. Nay, to-day, 
When to the priefte(s' ſelf my honeſt love 
For Athens, and tiſlike of ſtranger kings, 
Burſt freely forth, che chid my haſty zeal, 
Commended Xuthus, talk'd of piety _ | 
And reverente to the pode 'twas to their prieſts 
ling priefts, who dare pre- 
A • YO ORE 
To ſport with thrones, to ſell their gods for gold, 


Ad ftamp r>ok falſhoods with the ſeal of Heaven.“ 


Lye, Forbear, you are too loud ſo near the 
Xuthus Minfelf will hear. „ Ttraple; 
Cre, We would be eard. e 
This impious combination. 

Pber. Athens yet . Pat woods” 
Has honeſt hearts. Ves, Phorbat, yet has friends 
Who dare be patriots, and prefer their country 
To Xuthus' kindeft ſmile. Some ſuch arc here, 

E'en now at Delpbi. But, illuſtrious queen, 
We muſt with'taution act. The name of Heay'h, 
Howe'er ofurp*d,' adds vigourto their cauſe, 
And weakens our's, We might in ſecret find 


% 0 


A ſure revenge. 


RT... ee 

e 2 <x 

Cre. Of Xuthus ?* * | 

Phor. His ; | . | 
Might follow, but the more immediate cauſe 
Should earlieft be remov'dg the boy. - 

Gro They Of TY of rien von, 


' Why ſhovi®he tie? believe me, honeſt Phagbas, 


He knows not of the fraud,” His ev'ry loox 
Proelaims his innocence, If impious men 
Make him their inſtrument of evil deeds, 
Can he be blam'd 7 Bred up in ſhades, poor youth, 
He never knew the arts of baſe mankind, 
Nor ftiovld he ſhare their puniſhment, 
r OH 94 
They have too well ſucceeded, This fond paſſion, 
Which their inſidious cunning firſt inſpit'd, 
Clings cloſe abbur your heart, and may at laſt 
Undo us all.— But hark! that noiſe declares 
The finiſh'd rites, Retire we to the grove, 
And there will 1 enforte— 1 
Cre. No, let us ſtay. 


and deu hen 1 am het a queen, 
e 

Twere better to retire tif] dur full ſcheme 

Were ripe ſor vengeance.— Vet, if we remain, 

High words muſt tiſe, which will alartn her pride, 

And fit her for my purpoſe. F [A.. 

Enter Xuthus; Ihffus, PridÞr, Virgins, Guards, Ce. 

3401, 3:4 from the Temple, © 


Xuth, cg to Creufa.] Thy looks, Cteuſa, 


thy abrupt depaiture, 
Affronting to the god himſelf, and theſe - 
His ſacreg miniſters, too plainly hew * 
Irrevetent rage, reſiſting Heaven's high will. © 
Nor doſt ches Want Tſte, unthinking women, : 
Inflomers'6fthyelly: Bur of this © © 
Thy heir, and mine, 


Ca My ber > 0h 


I. A. io 
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" Nay he, to whom the tend'rer ſentiments ' 


l ; . * 
The ſmother'd flame, till, authoris'd by Hearn 
Korb. Haughty queen, 


{1 do believe him of /Eolian race. 
KY ; 


"| Were I to beg the cheiceſt boon of Heaven 


Thou ſee'ſt ſhe lands un mov'd. {14 \ 


mY [1 ſee it in her ezes. | f b 
Cre. Lill, 1will* I 6 


But | blame not thee. 
Rovughy; behebt the youth'whom Heaven defigns | 


Xath. Thy heir, Creufs, _ ; 
What means thet 100k ? Why with contempt 


Doſt thou behold bim? It he chang'd, Creuſa f * 
Have a few hours ſo totally trans form'd him? 2 
[s all that winning grace of which thou ſpak't mo 
Almoſt with rapture, is that native charm G 
Of innocence all yaniſh'd ? Hear him ſpeak, WM" 
Hear if he talks leſs ſenſibly than when wm 


Thy pleas'd'attention hung upon his words, 


And lent each ſyſlable an added grace, 2 
What haſt thou found, or thy grive movitor * 
What haſt he found, which can ſo ſuddenly Feauf k , 
Have wrought this wond'rous change ? Is it be "7 
The gods hate thought, with thee, that he & at | 
A 22 or * that my will conſents, (ſerver, 
Andt ore thine, proud queen, pervetſely frire 

To combat thy affections? ha | F pad - 4 * 


Cre. We, me thinks, „ 
Have chang'd afieQions. The ealm, Ready Xu 
Whoſe equal mind ne er knew the Rory gait 
Of diſcompoling paſſion, now can feel 
Indecent warmth, when touch's by pious zeal, 


Seem'd but the'weakpefs of the human frame, 
Now wakes inſpit'd with ſome unuſual ſoftneſs, 
Have oracles the power to raiſe at onte 

The kind affections? Or did he conc 


* 4 


It might burſt out unqueſtioned ? 


[ underfiand thee well; thou think'R this youth 
A ſubſtitute of mine, and dar'ſt affront 

Yon awful ſhrine, the fountain of pure truth, 
But by that god who bears the vengeful bow, 
And whoſe large eye Vet wherefore ſhould | ri 
Gy oaths to undeceive you; breaſts like mine 
Can ſcorn th' imputed falſhood they deteſt. 

Nor am I now to learn from what vile ſource 
Thy vain ſuſpicions riſe, But know, proad queen 
This youth ſhall reign in Athens: and yet more, 
To puniſh thy vain pride, fince thou prevok ſt it, 


Cre. Phou doft ?' 
Auth. I do. 
| As Cecrops* boaſted lineage. 


A race as glorious, queen, 
For the youth, 


From my own loins to riſe, I could not hope 


A nobler offspring. 
[Aide to Cteuſ 


Pber. Hear ſt thou that? 
| Cre. I co, ” 

And will revenge the inſult. | 
| Th. [Knecling.) Gracious queen! 
What have I done which ſhould eſtrange thee to mel 
Am I the unhappy cauſe of theſe diſſenſions ? 

Cre. Kneel not to me, Ilyfſus. 
Xuth. Kneel not to her; 
'Tis I am thy protector, and thy friend ; 
Nay, now thy father. 
Ig. Vet, oh, mighty king, 
permit me at her royal feet to pay 
'My humbleſt duty Af I'call thee father, 
She ſure muſt be a mother. SIT 

; Ie rave Aird 

Xuth. Riſe, Iiyſſus 


I. No, now ſhe ſoftens, 2 * | 


% 
o 


Be miſtreſs of m ſoul, 
"Sl 


# 


Why neel'lt thou, you 
wy 


Xuth. Me then th ov. blameſt, Crevſs, 


I am the object of thy tage. Tis Xuthvs oY 
[Thou thiok'ft vaw-.ir 5 of the Athentan (708% 


Cn, Athens might well have ſpar'd a foreign 
lyftre, - * 


gecure of fame, had Xuthus ne'er been born, 
r Zath. Uagrate ful queen! had Xuthus neer b-en 
in f What now had Athens been? 2 [ born, 
** (re. Perhaps in runs. | | 
And better ſo than to become the prey | 
2 Of n-edy wand' ring ſtrangers. 
| Xuth. Earth and Heaven! id. 
& This the retu*n ? I knew thou never lov'dſt me, 
Yet, witneſs Heav'n, 1 raviſhed not thy hand, 
Or, nos gav'& it fullenly, but yer thou gav'ft it 3 
1 ſea Ani well hop's thy female ſenſe of honour, 
. Of duty to thy lord, might have ſecur' d 
he (et leaſt my future peace. Thy tend'rer thoughts, 


llene The wife's beſt ornament, I knew were buried 


n x plebeian grave. | n | 
Ct. Plebeian grave "rows, 
[thus Xuth. Fool that I was, I flatter'd thy vain ſot- 
* Iadulg'd their weak excels, and rais'd, I find, 
P Imaginary rivals in the tomb: 
But never more, Creuſa, never more 
eal, Salt thou affront my ii1-requited fondneſs, 
F | will deſtroy that pageant ot thy paſſion, 
ne, Tear from that idol ſhrine th' inſulting wreaths, 
neſs, And cancel thy mock worſhip. 
| I/ Gracious queen, 
=. Retice a while, 
even I Cre. Begone !-—Inſulting tyrant, . 
a Touch but a wreath that's ſacred to Nicander, 
And, by pale Hecate's awful rites, 1 ſwear 
outh Thy lite hail pay the forfeit; nay, the lives 
Of thy whole daſtard race, —Plebeian grave | 
th, Had that plebeian liv'd, imperial Xuthus 
W; e crouch'd beneath his feet. 
11 fir Xuth. Oh, would to Heaven a 
ow. This ſcepter*'d arm could raiſe him from the earth, 
That thou might'ſ ſee how infamous a flave 
44 Thou dar*ft prefer to Xuthus.—Come, Ilyſſus, 
queen Ye leave her to her follies. Look not on her, 
mate, te merits not thy tenderneſs. Away! 
KK it Ifrecſon ſhould again reſume its ſeat, 
We way expect her at the banquet, Come, 
All here muſt be oor gue'ts. 
[Exeunt Xuthus, Ilyſſus, &c. 
by . Phor, Curb not thy paſſion, give it vent, great 
F And let it burſt in thunder on thy foes, [queen, 


Cre, It hail ; by Heaven, it ſhall!— thought 
till now 

My griefs were ſacred, but this monſter dares 
Inſult een miſery itſelf. Oh, Phorbas, 
Forgive me, if my tears will force a paſſage, 
Now, they are gone, and | will weep no more. 
Come, faithfui counſellor of vengeance, come, 
laſtruct me how to aR, Reel all my ſoul ; 
L-t not remorſe or pity's coward voice, 
The bane of noble deeds, intrude to croſs us. 
Nicander s injur'd ghoſt ſhall aid our counſels, 
day, hal he die? 

Phor, Not yet ; firſt be his ſchemes 
Abort've all, his politick deſigns, 

Ten let him die deſpis'd. 

Cre. Agreed; but ho-? 

Pb;r, Now at the banquet may we cruſh at once 
Mis Full blown hopes. The fatal cauſe temov d, 
Th' eF-@ of courſe mult ceaſe. 

Cre, What cauſe ? 

Pbor. The doy. 
ee thou hudder'ſt at it. For the boy, 
wn knows, I wiſh to ſpare him, but no means, 

5 earthly means but this can curſe compleatly 

an po.itick deſigner. Know, great queen, 

«ave i poiſon of ſuch ſubtle ſorce, 


K 
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\ Oh, Lycea, 


9. 
of ſuch amazing ſerenkth, 


(Why doft thou fart ?) 
Yer ſo peculiar in it's operation, 
That it ſhall ſeem the ſurfeit of the feaft, ok 
Not we have done the deed, At leaft thall feem ſo 
To all hut Xuthus' ſelf; for he, methinks, X 
Should know the trath, at leaſt ſuſpeR it ſtrongly, 
And yet not dare revenge, | . 
Cre. I cannot bear it! 
Howe'er we fail in our revenge, my Phorbas, 
The doy muſt live. a 
Phor. Good Hesv'n! is this Creuſa ? 
Is this the vengeful queen who would not hear 
Remorſe or pity's voice ?—=Farewel then, Athens; 
Yes, my poor country, thou muſt fink enſlav d 
To foreign tyrants. She who ſuould defend 
Thy rights, rhy liberties, ftanas tamely by, 
And fees the yoke impos'd. nay, ſmiles to ſee it: 
Thy queen, the laſt of her illut: jous line, 
Conſe nts to thy dei ruction. 
Cre. Never, Phorbas, 
Do what thou wilt, With this loſt parting pang 
I give him to thy rage. Yet, oh |. bewate 
I ice him not again, One look from him 
Would baffle all thy ſchemes. 
Phor. Now at the banquet 
Will we infuſe the draughr, e'en in the cup 
Which che king's ſelf preſents to his young heit 
In token of election. 
Cre. Stay, good Phot bas, | 
Phor: Already have I for the juft defign 
Suborn'd a faithful ſlave. Nay, ſhould it fail, 
I have a truſty band, a choſen few, 
Athenian ſ»uis, who ſcorn to bow the knee 
To any foreign land ; theſe will i place 
At the pavilion doors, if need require, 
To ſecond our attempt. 
Cre. Yet ſtay, good Phorbas. 
How kind!y did he ſeem tofſy mpathize 
With my diſtreſs ! nay, almoſt chid the king, 


* 


When his loud rage 


Phor. He had been taught his leſſon, 
'Twas all defign, all artifice, to work 
Upon a woman's weakneſs, | 
Cre. Think'R thou fo ? [woman, 
Phor. I do. But, oh, my queen, be more than 
Conquer this foible of thy ſex, 
Cre Heav'n knows 
How much it coſts to do it. Oo then, Phorbas. 
cannot bid thee proſper, { Exit Phorbag, 
[back. 


Thou know' not what J feel. -Hafte, call him 
No, ſlay—I think the bitterneſs is paſt, 
And I can bear it now. Lend me thy arm, 


would retire, Lycea.— Vet from what 


Should Iretice? I cannot from myſelf 

Oh, boy ! thou art reveng's ; whatever thou 
ſioffer ſt a 

Is light, to what thy murd'reſs feels ! 


_ NOI 


3 
* 
r ** 
SCENE, the Laurel Grove, 
Phorbas and Athenians. 
Pber. NIS way, my friends; at the pavilion 


doors 
Stand ready arm's, that if we need your aid, 
You may obſerve the fign, and cruſh at once 
Theſe vile uſurpers on the rights of Athens, 


| hope we want you nut.—} mutt be hid 
A while, left Xuthus ſhould ſuſpeR ay preſence, 
Ba 
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The queen too may repent z, I'll therefore 725. 


Till the deed's done, irrevocably done. 
But ſtir not till I come What noiſe is that 
Retire, my friends, the temple's poſtern door 
Grates on it's hinge. Be ſecret, and we proſper. 


Exeunt ſeverally. 


Enter Aletes and Pythia. 

Alet. This quarrel was unlucky. A flight breach 
Had lent my purpoſe ſtrength; but wrought thus 
It may defeat our hopes. She cannot now | [high 
With eaſe recede from her too raſh reſolves, 
At leaſt not unſuſpected. Did the, ſays thou, 
ReJec thy meſſage ? | od 

Pyth. Scarcely did ſhe ply, _ 

The decent dues my ſacred office claims, | 
And when I preſs'd her more, with ſullen pride 
She filently withdrew. 47 ? 

Alet. See her I muſt. f 
Where went the ? A 

Pyth.. To the ſhades which over-hang 

Th Aonian fount. "LIP 

Alet. I will purſue her thither, 

Pyth. It may not be, for now I know thy ſecret, 
*Tis my turn to be prudent. Know'ſ thou not 
Thou ſhouldft be cautious, nor expoſe thyſelf 
To prying eyes ? 1 heard her, as the paſs'd, 

In broken whiſpers bid Lycea haſte 

To Phorbas, and inform that truſty friend 

That ſhe would wait him in the laurel grove. 

Here then thou may'ſt ſurpriſe them both, and 
At once thy whole deſign. {crown 

Alet. Thou counſell't well, | 
And I will guide me by thy kind advice. 


What moſt 1 fear 


Js the queen's warmth of paſſion, To which end 
I muſt proceed with tenderneſs, and hide, 
For ſome ſhort time, llyſſus from her knowledge. 
have unnumber'd cautions to premiſe, 
Which her o'erflowing joy may haply ruin, 
The banquet, is it ready ? 
' Pyth. It has long 
In vain expected it's illuſtrious gueſts, 
The king already has forgot his rage, 
nd hopes returning thought may move the queen 
o equal amity ; he therefore finds 
Continual cauſes to delay the feaſt, 
Allet. Retire, Perhaps tis ſhe 5 I hear the ſteps 
Of ſame who move this way. LExit. Pythia. 
What means he here ? 
Why art thou abſent from the banquet, youth ? 
Ilyſ. It has no joys for me. I fear, Aletes, 
Thou and the Pythia have moſt foully play'd 
For my advancement, 
Allet. Ha! | 
Ilyſ. Where are the parents 
Whom thou did promiſe to my hopes? Alas! 
I find no parents here, no kind regards, 
No inexpreſſive fondneſs, Stern debate, 
And foul diſſenſion kindle here their torch 
To uſher in my greatneſs. E'en Creuſa, 
hoſe tetderneſs 1 know not how alarm'd [fears, 
My throbing heart with hopes, and doubts, and 
Unfelc before, een ſhe has taught her eyes 
To look with, ſtrangeneſs on me. The good king, 
Who yet withdraws not his protection from me, 
Seems loſt in anxious thought. Unkind Aletes, 
Art thou the cauſe of tnis ? Say, am I ſprung 
Of race Kolian? for by Heaven I ſwear, 
By that pure Fountain of immortal truth, 
J will not brook deceit. . again, 
Howe er the glitt'ring miſchief tempt my youth, 
Become that humble a thing I was, | 
( WET 4 + „% . | 


hn wir T ofa) 
Cre us: 


L 


Vet ſtay a While; for now, perhaps, we part 


Rather than wear a crown by fal hood 100 gend. 
Alet. My deareſt boy — 


His virtye charms me, though it may prevent 


His own ſucceſs. Oh, happy, happy Athen 

To gain a king like him, wholk bonek ſoul * 

Starts at imagin'd fraud ! [ Afde 

. Tiyſ. Speak oh, Aletes, Y 

And do not by that look of tenderneſs, 

And murm'ring to thyſelf, alarm me more, 
Alet. What ſhould 1 (peak? This very morg 

This very morn I told thee a few hours [liyſſy, 

Would Aer che what thou wert; but thy in- 

patience, SELF 


. | Brooks not that ſhort delay. It ſeems, Aletes 


| Has loſt his uſual credit with Ilyfſus, 
E'en with the youth his anxious care has form'd, 
Think'f thou, the man who taught thy feeling heart 
To ſtart at falſhood, would himſelf commit 
The fraud thou ſhodder'ſt at? What have I done, 
Which ſhould induce thee to a thought ſo baſe? 
Did e'er my precepts contradict my heart ? 

Did 1 e'er teach a virtue I not praftis'd ? 

— ſee thou art confounded, Know then youth, 
| blame not thy impatience ; nay, I praiſe 

That modeſty which can ſo ſoon reſume 

It's ſeat, when all things round are big with wonder, 
Ere night thou ſhalt know all; till then, Ilyſſus, 
Behave as Athens king. 

I'yſ. Oh, good Aletes, ; 
Forgive my raſhneſs. Yes, I know thee honeſt 
As truth itſelf, and know the wond'rous debt 
] owe thy goodneſs. Yet, if thou confeſs 
That I have reaſon for tl.eſe anxious cares, 

Thou wilt permit me till to queſtion thee. 

Nay, look upon me whilſt | ſpeak to thee. 

Perhaps thou haſt ſome ſecret cauſe, Aletes, 

For all that kind attention thou haſt ſhewn me, 

From infancy till now ? Why doſt thou turn 

Thy eyes to earth? *Tis plain thou haſt a cauſe: 

Thou know'ſt from whom J ſpring ; how cin 

thou elſe 

With confidence aſſert, that yet ere night 

I ſhall know all ?—Say this at leaſt, Aletes, 

Shall the queen's anger ceaſe ? 

Aet. It ſhall, Ilyſſus. 

E'en now 1 wait her here z on what deſign 

I muſt not yet inform thee. The next time 

Thou ſhalt behold her, thou wilt find a change 

Incredible indeed, from rage to fondneſs, 

From cold reſerve to tears of burſting joy. 
[Ilyfus is going to ſpeak eager ys 

Ask me no more. Net ſomething didſt thou ia 

Relating to the cauſe which fix'd me here 

Thy guardian, thy inftruor, and—the time 

Will come, when thou ſhalt know it all, IIj uy, 

And bleſs my memory. 

Ilyſ. Thou weep'ſt, Aletes. 
My tears will mingle too, 

Alet. Forbear, and leave me. 


To meet no more. 

Ilyſ. No more! thou wilt not leave me, 
When moſt I want thy care! *T was my firſt though 
"Twas the firſt boon I ask'd of the good king, 
That thou mightſt be my kind inſtructor fill, 
He prais'd my gratitude, and ] had promis'd 
To bring him to the cottage, He himſelf 
Shall be a ſuitor to thee, 

Alet. Thou haſt aſk d 

Thou know'ſt not what : it cannot be, Il; 
That Xuthus and Aletes e'er ſhould meet 

On terms of amity, The ſmiles of reatneſs 


To me have loſt their value, For thy love 


wſe: 


e 
T could de mach, and to be ſever'd from the 
pulls at my deart-ſtrings. But refiſfleſs Fare 

Has fix'd it's ſeal, and we muſt part for ever, 
How bard ſoter it ſeen. Thy youth will ſoon, 
4nid{ the"buſy ſcenes of ative preatyeli, 

Forget it's monitor ; but I muſt ber 

I" hopeleſs ſolitude the pang of abſence 

Til thought ſhall be no more. 

Iſ. Ob, Heavenly Powers! 875 
Then there is ſomething dreadful yet conteal'd. 
| cannot part from thee in ignoratice. 

Tell me, Aletes? _. 

Ale. Would I could! But now | 
It muſt not de Haſte to the banquet, youth; 
Thy duty calls thee thither, 

lyſ. Go I cannot, 

Til chou aſſur ſt me we ſhall meet again. 

Alt. If poſſible, we will, If not, remember, 
When thou ſhalt know thyſelf, that on thyſelf 
Thy fate depends; that virtue, glory, appineſs, 
Are cloſe connected, and their ſad reverſe 
I; vice, is pain, is infamy—— Alas! 

Theſe were the leſſons of thy private life, 
This | have told thee oft, but my fond tongue 
Runs 0'er it's former precepts, and forgets 
Thou now muſt mount a throne ; a larger ſcene 
of duty opens. 
. Yet the tender friend, a 
Who ſhould direct me, leaves me to myſelf, 
Canſt thou abandon me? 

Alet. Would Fate permit, 

I would attend thee till, But, oh! Ilyſſus, 

Whate'er becomes of me, when thou ſhalt reach 

That envied pinacle of earthly greatneſs, 

Where faithful monitors but rarely follow, 

Fen there, amidſt the kindeſt ſmiles af fortune, 

Forget not thou wert once diftreſs'd and friendleſs. 

be ſtrictiy juſt; but yet, like Heaven, with mercy 

Temper thy juſtice, From thy purged ear 

Banith baſe flattery, and ſpurn the wretch 

Who would pe: ſuade thee thou art more than man; 

Weak, erring, ſelſiſn man, endued with power 

To be the miniſter of publick good. 

If conqueſt charm thee, and the pride of war 

Blaze on thy fight, remember thou art plac'd 

The guardian of mankind, nor build thy fame 

On rapines and on murders. Should ſoft peace 

luvite to luxury, the pleaſing bane 

Of happy kingdoms, know from thy example 

The bliſs or woe of nameleſs millions ſprings, 

Their virtue, or their vice. Oh, boy 
Enter Pythia baſlily. 

Pytb. Ulyſſus ! wherefore art thou here? 

The king expects thee, and the banquet waits, 

Iyſ. 1 cannot go. 

Let. Thou muſt ; thy fate depends 
Upon thy abſence now. The queen approaches, 
After the banquet 1 again will ſee thee, 

And thou ſhalt know the whole. I will, by Hea- 
ven! [Exir. I!yſTus. 
Pythia, away, and wait me in the temple. 
[ Exit. Pythia. 
he ſaw them not; on her contracted brow 
bits — care, She ſpeaks ? My heart beats 
thick, 
And my tongue trembles to perform it's office, 
Now fate attend, and perfect thine own work | 
Enter Creuſa. 

Cre, To what have 1 conſented I—Ha! who 
That thus intrud'ſt on ſacred privacy, [art thou 
_ the o erburden d mind unloads it's griefs, 

'1 hoardeg Ile: 


— 


U S A. : | þ 3 
Ale. Thy better genius ! os 
. Cre. That voice is ſure familiar to my ear! 
Who art thou ? Speak. | 
Al. One whom adverſity 
Has taught to know himſelf, I bring thee 
Of an unhappy man who wrong'd thee much, 
But much repented of the wrongs he did thee 3 
Of thy Nicander, queen. 
Cre. Nicander, ar thou ? Hi 
Oh, then thou art indeed my better genius 
Alet. Now arm thy ſoul for gonders yet to comet 


Perhaps he lives. ; 

Cre. He lives? [ Looking on bim with a - ment. 

Alt. | After bs irreſolution and per es with 
— Be hold him here [ . Faint. 
— What has my raſhneſs done — The bluſh of life 
| Has left hercheek, the pulſe forgets to mort. 
| Whete ſhall I turn? I cannot call for aid, 
Nor can I leave her thus, ——She breathes, ſhe 
Ves, yes, Creuſa, thy Nicander lives, [r! 
And he will catch at leaft this dear embrace, 
Though now thou art another's. 

Cre, Gracious gods! 
It is, it is Nicander, tis my lord! 
Oh, I am only thine! no power on earth 
Shall e'er divide us more. 
Alt cannot be, my ſenſes all deceive m 
And yet it is.— Oh, let me gaze upon thee, 


| [Recal each trace which marks thee for my own, 


And gives me back the image of my heart. 
How time and grief have chang'd thee! hi 
Where haſt thou wander'd ? How haſt thou been 
From Love's all-piercing fight ? the bloody ruffians, 
How didſt thou eſcape their rage? Ot did they 
Upon the helpleſs innocent alone [ wreale 
Pheir impious vengeance ? 
Nic. Nor on me, nor him 
Did vengeance fall, | 
Cre. Does he live ? ſtagem, 
Nic. He does. The fabled murder was all ſtra- 
Contrived for thy dear ſake ; no impious ruffians 
Purſued our ſteps; I found that I had wrong'd thee 


Beyond redreſs, nor knew «nother means, 


But by my death, to ſave thee from diſhonour. 

The precious charge 

Forbade a real death; I therefore ſtain'd [duc 
With blood my well-known garments, which pro- 

Cre. A curſs'd effet—Buc | have nearer fears; 
How cam'ſt thou hither? Wherefore to theſe 
The boy, where is he ? [ ſhades ? 

Nic. Far from hence 

Cre. Thank Heaven! 

Nic. He lives in peace and ſafety.— What dif- 

turds thee ? 

Cre. Nothing l dare not tell him what | fear'd, 
His honeſt breaſt might ſhudder at the guilt, 
Though now it be more needful. The dear boy, 
Sar, is he brave? 

Nic. As woman could deſire. 

Cre. And form'd like thee ? 

Nic. His pe: ſon far exceeds 
What my moſt vig'rous youth could boaſt, Creuſaz 
And his firm mind is wiſdom's aged ſtrength, 

With al! youth's graces ſoften'd. 

Cre. Tis too much. (der? 
Oh, happy mother! Call'ſt thou his name Nican- 

Nic. No, lon; 'twas the name the matron choſe, 
Who gave him to my care. 

Cre. Then Ion be it. 
lon ſhall reign at Athene. Know'f thou, love, 
The cars'd defign which this /Eolian here, 


[and the vile Maids | 


4 


* Nic. The priefteſs, it ſhould ſeem, + 
With Xuthus has conſpir'd to fix bis race © © 
On Athens* throne. by 
Cre. But never ſhall his race 
That ſceptre wield... 


FT bave a means | 
Cre. My means, thank Heaven, is ſurer. { Afde 
Nic. But I will tell thee all from firk to laft, 
Hear then, and weigh my words, for fate is in them. 
Xotbue, th' Athenian kings _ #3 
Cre. I think not of him. | [Creuſa, 
Nic. Beware of that. Whate'er thou think ſt, 
Xovtbus muſt Rill reign on, thy lord and huſband. 
Cre, Xuthus, my lord ! then what art thou, 
Nicander ? 11 
Doſt thou deſpiſe me for a crime thyſelf 
Haſt forc'd me to commit? My ſoul was thine 
Een when I gave my hand, and fill remains 
Unteiated, undefil'd. . 
Nic; I Know it well, 
Thou deareſt, beſt of women. My tern heart 
Drops blood while I propoſe it; yet we muſt, 
We muſt for ever part. Forbear, Creuſa, 


That killing look ſtrikes through me. —— Think, |. 


| oh, think, 
What in this age of abſence I have borne, | 
How combated each tender thought, and liv'd 
For thy dear ſake a victim to deſpair. 
Bot how if thou conſent'ſt, all, all is mine, 
And | forgive my fate.— The dear, dear boy, 
''I have a means to place him on the throne 

Secure as we could wiſh, . 

Cre, Secure be ſhall be, 
I will proclaim him to the world as mine, 
And Athens ſhall with joy receive it's ſov'reign ; 
The tyrant Xuthus ſhali be taught to fear 
A maſter's frown. 

Nic. Thy raſhneſs, my Creuſa, 
May ruin all. 

Cre. I will be raſh, if this 
Be raſbneſs, to declare to earth, to Heav'n, 

A mother's heart-felt joy, whoſe only child. 

oy" from the grave, unhop'd for, comes to 
aims 

With every grace and every virtue crown'e, 

Th" imperial ſeat of his great anceſtors. 

And ſhall we want a means? 

Nic. We need not want; 

For by my care the important means is found 
Already, and no human power but thine 

Can hinder our ſucceſs. ] would have hid 

The ſecret from thee till thy wiſh'd conſent 
Had giv'n my purpoſe ſtrength, but thou defeat'ſt 
My utmoſt caution, and wilt force me teil thee, 
Iyfus is young lon !—Ha! Creuſa! FTeye fixes! 
What means this luok ? Good Heaven | how her 
My wife, my queen; oh, ſpex 

Cre. Off, touch me not. 

Thou can'ſt not bring relief... Oh, Iam curs'd 
Beyond all power of aid, Thou too art curs'd, 
And know'ſt it not.— He dies, he dies, Nicander ! 

Nic. Amazement! Who? 

Cre. Oh, had he not been mine, | 

His youth, his ſoftneſs, each attracting grac 
1 ſhould have ſtaid whole ages, ere in thought 
I had conſented to fo damn'd a deed, 
Tears, tears, why burſt ye not? — But what have] 
To do with tears? thoſe are for tender mothers, 
He d'es, he dies, Nicander! 

Nic. Who? Iiyfſus 7 


Speak, ſpeak, Creuſa. | 


Gre. Phorbas urg d the deed, 


c R | E J 


US A? 
And 1 conſented ; at the ſeaſt he Mes 
A i +. 
Nic. Fly then this inftant!| rs 
Perhaps thou may'ſt prevent it; as thay rcam's 


| He parted hence, ——1 knew not to his Fad 
Cre. I go, 1 flyl' ++ ©. | A] | | ve 
Nic. Yet ſtayz thy raſhneſs there, By 

If fate has fav'd him? may undo us yet. der 
— The Pythia! true, the Pythia hall ruſh in he 
To ſtep the fatal banquet, and declare Ant 
The feaſt unhallow'd, Stay, Creufa. 5 
> Erie. Nic 0 f 

Cre. The Pythia, no; T will 255 1 eng Per 
The lightning's ſpeed. Whatever be th' event, ben 
*Tis not too late to die. . 
; t 
; : SET Pp 
hw ; t 1 
| n CP no; 3 
. SC EN E, tbe Laurel Greve. Ve 
Phorbas and Lycea. Perh 
Lye. FH, earth! oh Heaven! oh wretched, BY *' 
wretched Athens } [beat BN 

Plor. Neu on, Lycea: wherefore art thou f- I 
Why doſt thou lead me to this ſacred hace ? * 


What mean thy flowing tears ? 
Lyc. The queen, the queen! 
bor. Sa,, what of her? 
Lye. | know not; all to me 
Is terror and contuſion, 

Phor. What thop know'ſt 
| Relate, : 
Lyc. She ſent me forth to ſeek thee, 
I found thee not, but met at my return 
Creuſa s felf. Deſpair was in her ezes; 
With hafty Reps ſhe ſhot impatieat by me, 

Nor liſten'd when I ſpake. 1 follow d woad'ring, 
And enter'd the pavilion, | 
Pber. The pavilion! 
Why went ſhe to the banquet ? 

Lyc. E:ger went, 
Delpair ana anguiſh mixing on her look. 
But, O good Heaven! how chang'd was that deſpalt 
To inexpreflive joy, when from the crowd 
She lears'd Iiyflus had celay'd the feaſt, 
And won the king once more to »ſk her preſence; 
Where is he? let me claſp him to my brealt,” 
She cried ; © | now no longer wil: reſiſt 
Heaven's high command.” Imperial Xuthus roſe 


Pherbas j 


| 


With tranſport to receive her, and loud ſhouts wha 
Proclaim'sd the people's joy. When, death to ſight! 1 5 
Eternal pain to memory! the ſlare 29 
Preſents the goblet; © Fill,” the cried, „ thlte, 


[ too will hail Hlyſſus king of Athens. 
But firſt, all ſwear, ſwear by immortal Jove, 
By the far-darting god who here preſices, 
And the chaſte guardian of our native fares, 
Swear here, ſwear all, and binding be the oath, 
ly Mus only ſhould be Athens king.“ 

Phor. What could ſhe mean? 

Lyc. Attentive Xuthus caught. 
With joy the happy omen, and all ſwore 
Uyſſos only ſhould de Athens“ king. 
This done, I ſaw her from llyſſus“ hand 
Snatch the dire goblet, and to him refign [drav 


ght 


Her own untouch's, The ſlave who mix'd the it he 
Turn'd pale and trembled ; ] with eager zeal 0 fre | 
Preſs'd torward, but in vain; ſhe firmly gralp'd Mr. 
The bowl, and ſmiling drank it to the drefs. oa 3h 
| Phor. The poiſon, ha!— I knew her fool'Þ hoy (+ 
fondueis | | ; delt 


np upon herfelf her impious rage 

nen matnrlt'H1;; or elſe ſome new contrivance, 
dame freſh FEolian fraud. -] cve not what, 

Jet will blaſt their ſchemes, — Yes, let her die, 
Jy her own foliy periſh. Athens &ilt N 
gumives, and mall ſurvive, ——T mot be fudden, 
de doubtleſs will'betray me to the king, 


N AM cut off e en this laſt reſoutce.—Lycea, 
Je ſecret, and thy country ſhall de free. Ther, 
iter „Were it not better, Phorbas, firſt to fee 


ferhaps ſome ſecret unreveal'd may lurk. 
each this how of unexampled ramineſs. 
he left the banquet ſoon, and with the Pythia 
Eater's the temple. * 45 
Phor, With the Pythia, ſay'ſt thou? 
Then there is miſchief toward. 
Lye. Yet now alone . 
We may ſurprize her, for I ſaw the maid 
Eck from the fane rerorn with bafty ſteps, 
Az if diſpatch'd on ſome important meſſage, [her. 
Perhaps to find thee out. Sure thou ſhouldſt ſee 
Phe. And periſh, ha !——No, no, my facred 


«nc > s much already have I been deceiv'd 3 [ country, 
c fi, bel got leave thee'ifi à woman's power. 


»Yet hold, Lycea may inform ber of them, 
u my defigns yet prove abortive, Maid, 
Ny preſence may be needful. | 
Lye, Mine | good Heaven, 
h what? Creuſa will require my aid: 
kt leaſt my tears are due to my poor queen 
h her laſt moments. , 
Phor, Stay, ſhe wants them not! 
| now the poiſon's force too well, Lycea, 
To fear a death fo ſudden, This way, maid : 
Jy, thou muſt go; I all have bufineſs for thee, 
kne ſecret meſſage to the queen, Lycea, 
Which thou alone canſt bear. ' 
Enter Pythia and Nicander, 
Pyth. "T'was he, I ſaw him and Lycea with him. 
de he hould be inform'd !-- Thou hear'ſt me not. 
Me. This action of the queen fits near my heart, 
Pyth. She bade me tell thee—But why waſte 
we time ? 
you now may'ſt enter at the poſtern gate 
deen by all, [feaſt ? 
Me. Why didſt thou not ruſh in and ſtop the 
y ſpeedy preſence there had ſav'd us all. 
tb. What could 1 do? the queen was there 
alreacy, | 

Mall ſeem'd peace and joy ; could I ſuſyect 
ant poiſon lurk'd beneath fo fair a ſeeming ? 

Ic, She breaks thro' my defigns. Unhappy 

woman |! | 

} foul bleeds for her, and confufion hangs 
bn every riſing thought — The dear, deat boy! 
dere is he, at the banquet ſtill? 

P;th, He is. 

Me. And where Creuſa? 

ub. 1 already told thee, 
"thou regard'ſt not; in the temple's gloom 
Ae the fits, expecting thy approach. 

* there may ſettle all. 
Nic, I fear her much. 

* her yet. 

Ty. Not yet 3 I would have tried 

" powerful antidote to quell it's force; 

i the refuſes life, and only begs 

"itt her ſon and thee, 

W. | will attend 

* Re inflant, ' But firſt hear me, Pythi» 3 

ſeit on what a precipice we ſand. 

die in ven to hope we could conceal 

«© 


"2 


[ Exeunt. 


"gy 


| 


Does the poiſon's power 


| 


pt an) Ate aTtio 
ik ene E U SAA? 
itt it murdet hüte. But wherefore die? \ The truth from Xuthus, from 


Hear his forgotten name. 


{ Thou know his ſcrup'lous piety extends 


| 


| 14 
Tot the reſt we may 2 
"Tis thy taſk therefore 
Pyrb. What ? To own the fraud, 
And to publiſh to the king that Delphi's farins 
Is not oracular? ha! 3 
Nic. To the king ; 
'T were better fure to publiſh the deceit [this 
Than to the world; and where's the means but 
To hide it? By Creuſa's art thou fay't 
He is already bound in ſolemn oaths 
To leave Ilyſſus heir co Athens” throne, 
Canft thou not add til] ſtronger oaths, or ere 
Thou doſt reveal the ſecret of our fate? {fk} 
Then who ſhall date to break them ? Shall 


Almoſt to weakneſs. What ſhould tempt him to it) 
Creuſa dead can frame no ſchemes againſt him z 
The boy to him alone muſt owe his greatneſs; 
And for Nicander, never more ſhall Greece 


Pyth. It muſt be ſo; 
And yet 
Nic. What yet? To Phorbas thou with eaſe 
May'ſt own the ttuth, He will not ſtart at fraud 
la ſacred things. But ſee, the queen approaches 
Impatient of our ſtay. She changes not 
The bloom of health is ſtill upon her cheek ! 
Fain would I hope—But hopes, alas! are vain, _ 
What haft thou done, Creuſa ? 
Cre. [ Entering.) Sav'd Ilyſſus! 
Nic. Thou might'ſt have liv'd with honour. 
Cre. Liv'd ! good Heaven! f 
I ſtart, I tremble at the thoughts of life, 
Canſt thou reflect on what I had defign'd, 
On what { am, and what, alas! I have been, 
And not perceive death was my only refuge ? 
—Am I not Xuthus* wife, and what art thogaP 
O hadit thou ſeen the torments of my ſoul, 
When in one haſty moment it ran o'er 
The buſineſs of an age, weigh'd all eveaty, 
Saw Xuthus, thee, IIyſſus, Athens bleed 
In one promiſcuous carnage !——-Light at length 
Burſt thro” the gloom, and Heaven's own voice pro- 
One victim might ſuffice, [claims 
For Xuthus honour frove, and mightier love 
Aſſumed Nicander's cauſe. Who then could fall? 
Could Xuthus ?- Could Nicander ? —- No; Creuſa. 
Nic. Would thou hadit been lefs kind! — Zet, 
O my queen, 
To blame thee now were vain. 
| Cre, To blame! tis praiſe, 
Tis triumph I demand, He lives! he reigns ! 
Young lon lives! young Jon reigns in Athens! 
O bring him, Pythia, bring him to my arms z 
Let me but pour a laſt ſad blefling o'er him, 
And death has loſt it's terrors, 
How now, Lycex ? 
Enter Lycea haſlily. 
| Lyc. Mighty q en, I know not 
If thy command would authorize the attempt, 
But Pnorbas, with an arm'd Athenian band, 
Now enters the pavilion, to deſtroy 
The king and young liyſſus. 
Nic. Earth and Heaven ! 
What ſay'ſt thou, maid ? 
Cre. O let me fly to ſave him! 
Here ſhail their poniads— 
Nic. Reſt thou there, Creuſa. 
Thy embaſſies to-day have prov'd too fatal, 
My life for his I fave him from the ftroke, 
And on the inſtant ſen i him td thy arms. 
Now, Fate, be doubly mine ! [Exir, 


—— — — 


| 


Cre. ON, it me 3% lil not bs reſtcain'a, 
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E, m piecemeal! 
nn mighty wal | 5 

wide man can do Nicander will perform. 
Cre. He is a father only to my child, 1 

He cannot tell them what a mother feels. Web 

»—Phorbas was born the curſe of me and, mine. 

I might have known to what his impious rage 

Would urge him on, and ſhould have in- 


form'sd him. 


"al muſt 1 never know ſweet * ag ? 


Not een in death bave reſt! 

Pyth., Behold, who comes 
To bleſs thee ere thou dieſt, and, ceaſe to murmur | 
At Heaven's high will. f 

Enter Uyſrus. 

C. It is, it is Iν 
My ſon, my ſon | 

Ilyſ. Good Heavens! and do ! de. 
To lee a parent melt in fondneſs o'er me! 
»Aletes ſav'd me from the ſoldiers? arms, 


\ And bade me fly to find a mother here, 
| Art thou indeed that mother, mighty queen! 


And may I call thee ſo? Thou art; thy locks, 


Thy tears, thy kind embrace, ally all procl.im 
The truth O let me thus, thus on my knee 


Cre. Riſe, riſe, my child; I am, 1am thy mo- 
Tlyf. O ſacred ſound, Iiyſſus is no more {ther, 
That outcaſt youth. A mother and a queen 
He finds at once. 
Cre. But art thou ſafe, my child ? 


Haſt thou no wound? | . 


Ilyſ. The old grey-headed man, 
Who brought this morn the news of thy arrival, 


Defenceleſs-I; when good Aletes came Iſtaid, 
And fnatch'd me from the ftroke, I would have 
Unarm'd with him have ſtaid, but his command 


- Had rais'd againſt my breaſt his eager ſword, - 


Was abſolute, that I ſhould fly to find, 
What I have found, a mother ! [ Embraces. 
Yet, oh, queen! 
Why am | thus encompaſs'd round with wonder ? 
May I not know this riddle of my fate? 
Why firſt condemn'd to paſs my infant days 
In this obſcure retreat? If I am thine, 
Thy ſon, illuſtrious queen, ſure I was born 
To thrones and empires ? 
Cre. Thou art born to thrones, .. k 
And ſhalt in Athens reign, 5 ped M. 
"Tf if. As Xuthus' heir! PT 
Is Xuthus then my fire? Forgive me, queen, 
1 have a thouſand, and a thouſand doubts. 
Can Xuthus be my fie? 
Fytb. Forbear, Ilyſſus, 
Nor preſs thy fate too far. When time permits, 
Thou ſhalt know all. 
Cre. Shalt know it now, Ilyſſus. 
Not Xuthus is thy fire, but that brave man, 
Who but this inſtant ſnatch'd thee from thy fate, 
And by that act proclaim'd himſelf a father. 
J). Aletes ? 
Gre. Not Aletes, but Nicander, 
My wedded lord, thy fire !--And ſee, he comes 
To bleſs thee, and confirm the ſacred truth. 


— Good Heaven, he bleeds ! 


Enter Nicander. 
Nic. To death, to death, Creuſal 
Amid the fray I met the fate 1 ſought for. 
All elſe is ſafe, and Xuthus now purſues 
A ſcatter'd few, who fall beneath his ſword. 
— Where is my boy ?—Ye guards of innocegce ! 
How has he been beſet, and how eicap'd! 


. 


should be inform d. 


And the brib'd ſlave who mix d the 
Fell by this hand. llyſſys, ob, fare wel 


E'en thos art Joſt, Iiyſſus,-Oh—Farewel. [Dir 


| Only to make us a more eaſy prey 


* [Retire, and learn it all. 
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+ is my boy for I mayown im now, 
And el p din to my. z av more Ale. 
| Bot on? father er r aki 
ar erping o'er d. 
= Oh, 
\ 2,06, Ke wr gu fon ns, 
. Nie, bene ug. nh 
n fondneſs now. m ' 
e 
e fon of Xu 
Will tell thee all the for The gogd Py 9 


And mayft thou proſper as thou do 

Her ſacred counſel. * too — know 
The fatal tale z. but to the world . 
It muſt be hid in dar 


Pyth. Photbas * FER "y 
Nic, Phorbas has breath d! his lat;  Farzught 
poiſonuyy 
[ will not bid adieu to thee, ,Creuſa ; 

Thy coloùt changes, and the lamp of life 
Fades: in thy eye we ſadn, ſhall meet again, 
lug, Oh lenn_ 


I How doe he graſps my band! 


My lord |. my father! Have Llearn'd ſo late, 
To call thee: by that name, and myſt, I loſe, 
For ever loſe Good Heaven, -ſhe graſps me too! 


| What means it, Pythia ? the cold .damps' of death 
97 on her. 

re. Oh, my child enquire no Farther 
'Tis PM we ſhpuld part, Lycea, Pythin 
Intreat of Xuthu—yet I need not fear (hin, 
His goodneſs; though I wropg'd him, foolly unge 
He yet will prove a father to my child, 
Ang from the world conceal the fatal truth. [me! 
Oh, I am cold—what bolts of ice ſhoot through 
How my limbs ſhiver —nearer yet, my child; 
My fight grows dim, and | could wiſh to gaze 
For ever on thee. ——— Oh, it will not be 


Ilyf. She gies, ſhe dies! Was Ithen only mock 
Wich a vain dream of bliſs, to be plung'd back 
In deeper miſery ? Did I but hear 
The tender name of child breath'd fondly o'er me, 
To make me feel what tis to loſe that name? 
Ab, I am ten times more an orphan now, 
Than when I knew no parents. 

Enter Xuthus, Cc. 

Xuth. Where is this murd'reſs, who with vile deceit 

Seem'd to*conſent to our's and Heaven's deligns, 


To her aſſaſſins ?-- Ha, Creuſa dead! 
And the brave ſtranger who preſery'd us all? 
Is he too dead The — 

2 Hyſſus lives. 

And thou haſt ſown, great king, that he ſhall rei 
Supreme in Athens, Say, doſt thou confira 
That oath ? 

Auth, I do, by Heaven! 

Pytb.. Aſk here no more. 

The fatal tale is for thy private ear. 

For poor Creuſa, 
She wrong'd not thee ; upon herſelf alone [prof 
She drew Heaven's vengeance. And too (v 
That murder but intentional, not wrought 
To horrid: act, before th' eternal throne 
Stands forth the firſt of crimes, Who dare 1 
Unwarranted, Heaven's high prerogative 
O'er life and death, with double force ſhall find 


|Turn'd on themſelves the miſchieſi they debgn'b 


